N E W P AR A D IS E 


O F 


by, r 
> Sd 


DAINTY DEVICES. 


[Price Two Shillings and Sixpence.] 


— — — — 


NEW PARADISE 


— — —— — — 


O F 


DAINTY DEVICES: 


CONSISTING OF 


ORIGINAL FOEM 8, 


By DIFFERENT HANDS. 


placidis coeant immitia— 
Serpentes avibus geminentur, tigribus agni. Horace. 


LON D ON: 
PRINTED FOR J. ALMON, OPPOSITE BURLINGTON-HOUSE, 
PICCADILLY, 
1777. 


3 


08 
W 


GO N TFT S 

Page 
Ode 3 
The Chelſea Penſioner 6 
Epitaph in Camden's Remains on Mr. Jobn Cal 1 9 

Ancient and Modern Muſic Compared; ; and their 
reſpective Effects 12 
The Wife of Bath's Tale. From Chaucer 15 
Sintern Jane. A Tale from La Fontaine 27 
Song 29 
Epitaph 30 


The Death of Patient Grizel, and Advice to the 
Ladies, being the Sequel of Chaucer's Clerk's 
Tale 


31 


- 
4 22 . 


E S N Tn N T4 


The Friends. A Tale from La Fontaine 
The Guniad. A Tale 


Bath : its Beauties and Amuſements 


Elegy written in a College Library 


ODE 


O D. E 10 THE — 


Cum tot fuſtineas et tanta negotia ſolus, 
Res noſtras armis tuteris, moribus ornes 


Legibus emendes ; in publica commoda peccem, 
Sango ſermone morer tua tempora, Cæſar. 


\ 
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ADVERTISEMENT T. 


THE Birth-day Odes, though full of the fineſt poetry and moſt ſolid 
argument, have been always treated with neglect, under pretence, that 
the Author is penſioned by bi, and therefore conſtrained to 
* come before his preſence with a ſong, to be thankful unto him, and to 
ſpeak good of his name.” As the Aurhor of ihe following flanza (what- 
ever may be his expectations is not yet provided for by the court, he 
hopes to be treated by the public with greater indulgence. But, wwhat- 
ever may be the ſucceſs of his labours, he muſt ſtill be happy, in the con- 
ſeriouſneſs of having done all in bis power, to reſcue the firſt and greateſt 
character in theſe kingdoms, from the perſon of a malevolent and 
treaſonable faction. 


O0 D E. 


The feats of ------'$ reign 
----= the great lord of earth and; ſea, 
Who bids th' Atlantic ſwell with tea, 
The Tweed diſtill champain. 


Nor thou, moſt gracious ==! refuſe 
To help my weak untutor'd muſe, 
And aid her trembling wing; 
Inform'd by thy Promethean fire 
To nobleſt heights ſhe ſhall aſpire, 
And paint a patriot ----, 


For ſure to thee indulgent heaven 
A general patent muſt have given 

To change the heart and brains ; 
Blockheads from thee have learnt to rule 
While H-we and C-rlt-n go to ſchool 
To cowards---to ——8. 


. twin my Muſe, awake and ſpeak 


In ancient Erſe, or modern Greek, 


In 


(#3 
In vain unnat'ral hooks and eyes 
Conjoin'd in foul rebellion riſe, | 
And ftrive t eclipſe thy glories 5 1 
Thro' many ages yet unborn 
Thy well- turn'd buttons ſhall be worn, 
The grace of future Tories. 


W----d to thee ſhall tune his lays, 
E'en J--nſ-n's ſelf ſhall toil to raiſe 
A temple to thy fame; 
And H-me's hiſtoric pen ſhall place 
Before his fav'rite Stuart race 
His s brighter name. 


With them thy commons ſhall unite ; 


Thoſe who can neither read nor. write 
With ſupple votes ſhall thank ye, 


For twenty new created p--Ts, 


And almoſt twenty privateers 


Retaken from the Yankee. 


a loyal ſubject grown, 
From rebel arms ſhall guard the throne, 
And ſcreen th' affrighted nation, 
—— at whoſe command we ſee 
Purport with tenor diſagree, 
And juries out of faſhion. 


S----h 


6 


S----h ſo pious and fo good 

In ethics and religion's road 
Shall be thy ſon's preceptor ; 

—— ſhall fit him for the field, 

And Pinchbeck teach him how to wield _ 
And how to ſhape his ſceptre. 


In him thy virtues ſhall remain, 
To curb the pride of France and Spain, 
And put them in a panic; 
When thou (ſad thought !) ſhall yield to death, 
Thou, the defender of our faith, 
Our father | — ] mechanic | 


But tho' that dreadful hour muſt come, 
Still thy ſurviving brains and bum 
In either houſe ſhall ſhine 
We'll cut them into little ſtars 
More bright than Jupiter or Mars 
Ta make the Tories fine. 


C | Tu 


TAE CHELSEA PENSIONER. 


* E ſtealing hand 'of ſlowly-creeping time - -- 
Has torn the honors of my head away, 


Has blaſted all the bloſſoms of my prime, 
And ting'd my ſcanty locks with ſtreaks of grey. 
- 
And not unwelcome to this aged breaft 43 
Ils the cold hand that brings my ſoul's releaſe; 4 
The pang of woe ſhall ſoften into reſt--- 3 
The an afford the calm of bow. . 
O! RY theſe lbs that LI GI K regain, 4 
When mid the van at Fontenoy I bled, 3 
Where Britiſh valor from th' ill-fated plain 3 
Slowly retreating, heap'd the field with dead; 3 


While trembling Lewis, from the diſtant height, 
With undiſguis'd difmay that virtue view'd 1 
Riſe from its wayward deſtiny more bright, 
Cruſh'd by ſuperior force yet unſubdu'd 


In ruin dreadful ſtill. but ah | no more 
The boaſted vigor of my youth remains, 
The ſickly wav'ring gleam of life is o'er, 
And the chill'd blood creeps ſlowly thro' my veins. 


Why 


1 


Why ſhould I linger here, to grief a prey, 
While others 'mid the dang'rous paths of fame, 
Where bold ambition points the arduous way, 
To glory's wreath aſſert their daring claim? 


Alike from honor as from danger far, 

Why ſhould I linger when my race is done, 
And tamely liſten to the voice of war, 

And penſive view the courſe that others run? 


Yet will T check awhile the ſtruggling figh, 
Tho' curs'd by fortune with a peaceful doom, 
Tho' wayward fate my laſt fond wiſh deny) 
The palm of via'sy---and the warrior's tomb. 
Yet let me not repine If right I ween, 
The welcome ſtep of clay - cold death is near, 
Soon will his friendly hand cloſe my fad ſcene, 
Huſh ev'ry ſigh, and wipe each falling tear. 


Stranger, whoe'er thou/art, whoſe ſteps may ſtray 
Theſe gloomy walls and antique tow'rs among, 
Where at the eve of their declining day 
In peace repoſe the gallant war-worn throng : 


If Virtue o'er thy breaſt exert her ſway, 
This tribute let a ſoldier's mem'ry crave—— 
Nor will thy friendly eye diſdain to pay 
One pitying tcar upon a poor man's grave. 
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(8) 
---Farewel my honor'd brother of the war, ö 
« What tho' to grace thy much lamented bier 
No plumed ſteeds ſhall drag the ſable car, 
Or wretched hireling drop the ſervile tear; 


Vet on the margin of the path-worn green, 
Near the lov'd ſpot where thy cold aſhes reſt, 
Fair Virtue's angel form ſhall oft be ſeen 


* To bid the turf lie lightly on thy breaſt. 


Tho' from theſe time-mark'd walls Monimia's fled, 
« 'Tho'- here no more her ſun of beauty reigns 3 1 


While to the notes of Joy for ever dead, 
« Fond merry but renews my eart-felt pains. 


Yet when emerging from the giddy throng, 
« When ev'ry eye but mine is ſeal'd in reſt, 
Penſive I walk theſe mould ring tow'rs among, 


« And kiſs the hallow'd ground her ſootſteps preſt, 


Here, while the ſcenes of former blifſs ariſe, 

« gad ſource from whence theſe tears of anguiſh flow) 
Far from the ſneering fool, or cenſuring wiſe, 

« I nurſe in ſolitude the ſeeds of woe; 


Deaf to the voice of pleaſure, or of fame, 
% Yet not from pity's milder influence free, 
F'en then not unregardful of thy name, 


« This aching breaſt ſhall heave one figh for thee. 


EPITAPH i Cauvan's Remains on My. Jon Carr. 


O Deus Ommnipotens 1 Vinuli miſerere Jobannis, 
Quem mors praeueniems, nolint eſſe bovem. 


IMITATION. 


| God bleſs John Calf / whom cruel death 
Cut off before his days were full : 
What pity *twas to ſtop his breath / 

Before Jobn Calf became John Bull. 


On ne S aviſe jamais de tout. From La Foxrains, 


Hess are ſuch, provoking fellows 
I've often wiſh'd it was high treaſon 

For any huſband to be jealous, 
Whether he had or had not reaſon. 
I hate a huſband worſe than a Tory ; 

But to proceed ---- 

Now ladies you have heard my creed 
Pray be ſo kind to hear my ſtory. 
There. liv'd a Don, no matter where, 
As jealous as his wife was fair. 

D 


It 
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If with one eye the monſter ſlept, 

The next, for fear of a diſaſter, 
Eternally on guard was kept: 

As Pollux watch'd the ſleeping Caſtor. 
Beſides he kept to guard the prize 
A maiden aunt, all ears and eyes. 
A cold, chaſte, meagre, female devil, 

As ſcraggy as a walking ladder; 


80 moſt impertinently civil, 


She ſollow'd like the lady's ſhadow. 


But what he deem'd his coup de maitre, 


Was a ſtrange kind of nomenclature, 
Containing an exact relation 
Of every ſtratagem and trick, 
Devis'd by woman or Old Nick, 
Since cuckold making came in faſhion, 
This ſerv'd to calm his jealous fear ; 
But did it anſwer ? you ſhall hear, 
One day, as ſhe return'd from pray'rs, 
Souſe on the unſuſpecting dame 
A fatid inundation came, 
As fœtid as a Scotchman's ſtairs. 
What's to be done in this event? 
Her lover happen'd to be near, 
Who, while the aunt for cloaths was ſent, 
Humanely dried each falling tear. | 
The 


( 12 ) 


The fair, leſt meddling prudes ſhould ſcold, 
Or elſe by her deyotion led, 
Or elſe for fear of catching cold 
Took refuge in her lover's bed. 1 
So, while the Don was making a ſtrange clatter, 
— Kicking the maiden aunt down ſtairs, 
Curſing all the Saints by pairs, 
Tearing his cloaths and omenclature, 
Sweating and ſtewing, like a ſauſage--- 
To paſs his time our curious boy 
Was failing on the ſea of joy, 
Sailing to find the north-eaſt paſſage. 


AXCIENT 


Ancient and Movtrn MUSIC —_— 


and their reſpective ExyscTs. 


HEN thro' the terrors of the ſtormy ſea, 
The firſt bold veſſel plow” d her daring way. 
Seated on high, amid the gallant throng, 
The tuneful Orpheus rais'd his martial Jong . 
Each liſt'ning hero ſtood attentive round, 
And hung enraptur'd on the pleaſing ſound, 
While o'er the lyre his careleſs hand he flung, 
And thus in ſolemn ſtrains ſpontaneous fung : 
Hail ! heroes hail | who from your native ſhore 
Through ſeas where never prow was ſeen before, 
To honor's fav'ring cauſe, to glory true, 
Through various toils the far- fam'd prize purſue, 
Safe from the dangers of the boiſt'rous main, 
May Jaſon's hand the golden fleece obtain 
To us a nobler, richer prize 1s given--- 
Applauding nations---and approving heaven. 


* 


Let cowards, ſunk in indolent repoſe, 

Slumber thro' life, and wither where they roſe ; ; 
To us a nobler ſtation is aſſign'd, 

That as by birth the foremoſt of mankind, 

The foremoſt ſtill where danger leads the way, 
By feats of arms we juſtify our {way ; 
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Still 


( 33 ) 


Still bid around our brows freſh laurels bloom, 
Nor date our honors from a father's tomb. 
Hence with each coward thought of ſervile fear, 
For to the gods is ſacred virtue dear; | 
Through toils, thro' dangers, undiſmay'd proceed, 
And bravely conquer, or as bravely bleed. 


«© Should partial heav'n averſe our hopes to bleſs, 
To deeds like ours refuſe the wiſh'd fucceſs--- 
O!] let no noble eye a tear prophane '--- 
If, in the hoſtile ſhock of battle ſlain, 

Fell'd by the icy hand of glorious death, 

Mid bleeding myriads we reſign our breath; 

In life, in death, alike with glory crown'd, 

We fall lamented, or we live renown'd.” 


He ceas'd---yet ſtill enamor'd of his ſong 

In mute attention rapt, the liſt ning throng 

Stood fixed---Then ſudden by his ſtrains inſpir'd, 
With martial rage and godlike ardor fir'd, 

Each bared his ſword, each graſp'd his ſev'nfold ſhield 
And ſtrode triumphant o'er the fancied field. 
To arms! to arms] each mad'ning hero cried, 

To arms | -to arms | each echoing voice replied. 
Through toils, thro' dangers, undiſmay'd proceed, 
And bravely conquer, or as bravely bleed; 

In life, in death, alike with glory crowu d, 

We fall lamented, or we live renown'd.--- 


Spirit of Orpheus ! thou | whoſe magic ſhell 


Could every human paſſion raiſe, or quell, 
O when ! 


( x4 ) 

O when! Inſpir'd by thy enchanting pow'r, 
Will ſome bleſt hand the drooping lyre reſtore, - 
Untutor'd in the ſchool of tort'ring-art, 

Again ſpeak ſweetly to the feeling heart: 

By nature only, and his genius taught, 

Give the full ſcope to each impaſſion d thought, 
Feel his own ſtrains, and teaching us to feel, 
While o'er our ſouls the powerful raptures ſteal, 
In pleaſing chains our raviſh'd fancy bind, 

And reign unrival'd o'er the willing mind! 


0600 
1 q Then ſhall no more {a ſcandal to the age) 

| 1 ; Italian warblings taint a: Brreiſb frage. 

* By no pedantic formal rules confin' d, 

(Plain ſenſe and harmony in union join dj 
Muſic again ſhall ſound her native ſtraa n, 
Once more renew the glories of her reign 3 a 
Again ſubmiſſive to her magic wand 

Bid ev'ry paſſion riſe at her command. 

With glory teach the ſtruggling breaſt to glow, 

Or ſadden with the plaintive tale of woe; 

Now borne aloft on fancy's airy flight, 

Bid ſcenes unreal riſe of new delight: 

Now as the varying tones ſpontaneous riſe, 

With diff rent feelings bid us ſympathize ; 

Rouſe with revenge, with gentleſt pity move, 

Melt with deſpair, or ſoften into love. 


TAE 


TuE WIFE or BAT H's TAT ZZ. From Chaucer. 
— in principio 
Mulier et hominis confuſio. 
Madame the ſentence of this Latin is "wats 
Woman is Mannes joy and Mannes bliſs. 


CHaucsR, 
Fe in the time of elves and fays, 
As old hiſtorians report, „Hill! 
(And probably in Arther's days 
Becauſe it happen'd in his court) LE” 
There liv'd a youth, 'broad-ſhoulder'd,” ſtout and e 
Xa nam d, a knight ef Arthurs ble. 
b anno ealut lac 70 i anc Ot 
Now I can't think as Em a ſinner, 
Nor does CBaucer tell us why 
He dard commit ſo groſa a miſdemeanor; 
| But 'tis ſaid 5g 120d 07 ge 
He took a lady's maidenhead 
For which = was e to die. 


*. 5 Fri 
191 til ' 


I don't believe hay rnd Mu urray 
Would fo ſevere a verdict give, 
The miſchief was, that in his hurry 
The youth forgot to aſł her leave. 
2005491 i++: "Twas 


AT bis is a Greek word, meaning pretty nearly what we call a Woman's Mag, 
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O when! Inſpir'd by thy enchanting pow'r, 
Will ſome bleſt hand the drooping lyre reſtore, 
Untutor'd in the ſchool of tort'ring art, 
Again ſpeak ſweetly to the: feeling heart: 


MWg. | A 2 = J a — 
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By nature only, and his genius taught, | 4 
Give the full ſcope: to each impaſſion d thought, Z 
Feel his own ftrains, and teaching us to feel, 4 
While o'er our ſouls the powerful raptures ſteal, # 
In pleaſing chains our raviſh'd fancy bind, Y 
And reign uarival'd o'er the willing mind! i 
Then ſhall no more (a ſcandal to the age) 1 
Italian warblings taint a: Dreeifh tage. p— E- 
By no pedantic formal rules confin'd, » 
(Plain ſenſe and harmony in union join' d) 1 
Muſic again ſhall ſound her native ſtrain, ; % 
Once more renew the glories of her reign 3 AY 
Again ſubmiſſive to her magic wand 4 
Bid ev'ry paſſion riſe at her command, | b 
With glory teach the ſtruggling breaſt to glow, 1 
Or ſadden with the plaintive tale of woe; 1 
Now borne aloft on fancy's airy flight, 4 


Bid ſcenes unreal riſe of new delight: 

Now as the varying tones ſpontaneous riſe, ' 
With diff rent feelings bid us ſympathize ; 
Rouſe with revenge, with gentleſt pity move, 
Melt with deſpair, or ſoften into love. 
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TAZ WIFE or BAT Hs Taiz. From Chaucer. 


— in principio 
Mulier et hominis confufio. 


Madame the ſentence of this Latin i 8 
Woman is Mannes joy and Mannes bliſs. 


Cuavcan, 


n in the time of elves and * 


As old hiſtorians report, ul 
(And probably in Arthur's days> o enn ie 
Becauſe it happen'd in his court) | 
There liv'd a youth, broad: ſhoulder'd, ſtout _— able, 
xa e nam'd, a knight of Hriburs table; 
b attnod eolut I8rmTol ech, 
Now I can't think as ma ſinner 
Nor does Ghaucer tell us why 
He dar d commit fo EO ger page ; 
But tis ſaic i965 150 07 01 
He took a And 
For which * was * d to die. 


8 Tz 
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I don't believe het 3 M urray 
Would ſo ſevere a verdict give, 
The miſchief was, that in his hurry 
The youth forgot to aſk her leave. | 
N Twas 
This is a Greek word, meaning pretty nearly what we call a Woman's Mag, 
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Twas call'd a rape, a breach of all decorum, 
A violation o'th' ſanfum ſanforum ; ; 
A crime for which there could. be no remiſſion, 
Thus to enter 
Without permiſſion 
A lady's venter. 


But the good queen, who (do her juſtice) 
Knew what a headſtrong paſſion luſt is, 
And wiſely thought that ſuch a high-born 
And well-bred youth could not deſerve. - 
 (Tho' he from vulgar forms ſhauld ſwerve) 
To be ſuſpended like a thief at Ty burn 3 
Moſt humbly begg'd that ſhe might take upon her 


— 


The vindication of her ſex's honor. 


The penance ſhe impos d was this 


« That he within a year ſhould find 
« That idol of the female mind, 
«© Which charms alike Mama and Miſs, 
« And reigns unrival'd o'er all womankind.” 


Twas after deep deliberation - 
She hit upon ſo wiſe a ſentence, 


Suppoſing that the knight's repentance ; 
Would make the ſex due reparation. 


, | Liſt 


C803 


Juſt as ſome judges think it meet 
That maidens who have been ſurpriz'd, 
And by miſtake unveſtaliz'd, 
Should bear about the fatal ſheet ; 
As if what they have loſt by ſinning 
Could be recover'd from the linen. 


% 


Now by the ſhrine of great Apollo ! 
I would as ſoon deſire my muſe 
To clean ſhoes, 

As to follow 


Cloſely thro' thick and thin a traveller's heels, 
And ſing of mile-poſts, turnpikes and cart-wheels : 


Elſe could I tell, as Smollett erſt has done, 


How oft he ſlept 
At wretched inns, | 
And wept 
His fans, 
That forc'd him thus like Engliſh lord to run, 


And ſtill at ev'ry poſt enquire 
«© The object of all womankind's deſire. 


Some nam'd the glory of high blood, 
The reputation of a face, 
Or the ſweet liberty of widowhood, 
Or the delights of flattery and praiſe ; 


F 
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And ſome pretended in one ſpot to find 
The great controuler of the female mind. 


This ſpot's the ſtrangeſt and the oddeft ! 
Madam you need not hide your face, 
My muſe is ſo extremely modeſt 
She ſwears ſhe will not name the place. 
Tis that which Venus ſhew'd'to Paris — 
It is a kind of ſecret locket, 
A locket which my lady carries 
For her virginity to ſleep in, 
It ſleeps as if *twas in her pocket 
Till ſhe marries, 
When 'tis no longer worth the keeping. 48A 


But now the dreadful day was-come 
When poor xe muſt come home; 
The wretched caitiff look'd as blue 
As patriot B--ke or R-chm-nd do 
At fight of -n5f--ld or of Bute ; 
For well he knew that all was loſt, 
And if he gave up the purſuit 
He with it muſt give up the ghoſt, 


While thus diſconſolate he rode 
Through the thick horrors of an aged wood, 


A thou- 


619) 


A thouſand dulcet ſounds were heard, 

A thouſand angel forms appear d 
Dancing al freſco ; 

Such as before young Paris ſtood, 

Such as would rouſe the ſleepy blood 
Of F-lm--th, AH-rr-ngt-n, or Br-ſc--, 


But while he flew along the path, 

The dancers vaniſh'd with as much diſpatch 
As the fiddlers do at Bath 

When Billy Wde holds up his watch. 


Inſtead of theſe, upon the green 
Gravely fitting on her bum, 
Like Contemplation ſucking either thumb, 
A female form was ſeen, 
Not of thoſe forms which at each glance inſpire 
The ſtrong convulſive throbbings of defire, 
But rather, like a kitchen fender 
To keep us from love's fire ; 
For ſhe was uglier than the witch of Endor. 


At ſuch a fight the knight, 

Though not exactly in a fright, 

Yet felt a ſort of tribulation, 
And panic, 

Not being uſed to incantation, 
And operations Satanic ; 


Ma- 


( 20) 
Manceuvres, ſuch as *©* entre nous” 
Might ſtartle either me or you. 


But ſhe, who gueſt 
At the occaſion of his fears, 
Promis'd to ſave his neck and ears 
If he would grant her one requeſt, 
The knight you'll think was nothing loth,” 
So that the oath 
Was quickly ratified by both. 


And now ſuppoſe the judges meet, a 
The female Mansfield takes her ſeat, 
As ſage as Jove upon a cloud. 

Holding the ſcales of life and death, 


While watchful of her looks, the diſtant croud 
On tiptoe ſtand and anxious hold their breath. 


Then thus the knight (who by the witch's 
Aſſiſtance had procur'd an anſwer, 
And now look'd fierce as a Drawcanfir, 
Elſe had he ſooner foul'd his breeches) 
The maſter-mover of your ſex 
ee The cauſe of all your arts and wiles, 
© Your well diſſembled tears and ſmiles--- 
% For which mankind you ſooth or vex, 


« Seem 


(ar) 


« Seem kind and civil, 
ce Or play the devil, 
« Is the inſatiate love of rule--- 
« If I'm deceiv'd / 
« The devil is a fool id | 
« And ſhall no longer be beliey'd, 92 


The anſwer was by all applauded, | 

And he with liberty rewarded. | 

But ſtill new ſtorms, which there is no fottſeciag; 
O'ercloud the paſſage of this wretche d uin, 


For now the curſed hag inſiſts on being 
O ſtrange and hortible [his wife! 


In vain he ſwore t' was worſe than porters Work; 
| Worſe than the galley of a Turk, 
With ſuch a worn-out wither'd won to Wy 
A damn'd ſexagenary maidenhead, 
His oath is paſt, and he is put to bed. 


The bride ſo ſweetly her ſoft wiſhes mutter'd, 
You would have ſworn her mouth was butter'd ; * 
Till grown impatient with deſire, 
She fum'd, and gap'd, and ſputter'd, 
Juſt like an oyſter in the fire. 
Yet all in vain, 


Xa?Zore could not eaſe her pain; 
G For 


* © The words of his mouth are ſofter than butter,” Pſalm 55. ver. 22. 
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For the good dame had ſuch a face and ſhape as 
Would damp the vigor of a young Priapu. 


Her noſe---you'd ſwear had been forgot, 

But thro' her noſtrils without pain 

You might look into her brain 
And trace each wand'ring thought. 

Her eyes---but they long fince had fled, 
And taken refuge in her head; 
So I can't tell with much preciſion 

Whether they were black or blue; 

Her eye- lids like the foreſkin of a Jew 
Seem'd juſt eſcap'd from circumciſion, 
Now ladies, you may e 

My tale draws near to BI 
(Or what we call cataſtrophe) 

By the confuſion. | 
Among the Dramatis Perſona. 

We've left our hero in a ſcrape, 

And in ſome danger of a rape : 
But ſoft---the lady thus addreſt xc. 


« Canſt thou, regardleſs of the vow 

« For which I fav'd thy forfeit life, 
« Canſt thou no other gift allow 

« But the cold empty name of wife? 


Alas ! 


(i. Jt 1 


&« Alas! to what ſhall virtue truſt 
«© By the keen glance of envy view'd ; 
ce Tf every wrinkle can diſguſt : 
« The flatt'ring eye of gratitude ! 


9 « Say, does thy fooliſh pride diſdain 
4 « Within this wither'd breaſt to reign ? 
bs. ce Speak but the word and I aſſume 
| « The vernal roſe's morning bloom, 
43 « All that the ſtoic heart can warm, | 
3 « Each charm of grace, of ſhape and hue; 
1 More than thy youthful thought can form, 
3 j « Or fancy's HW ever drew. - | 
9 « Yet thinkſt thou that by paſſion fann'd, rk 
| « Thy flame ſhall never, never fail? 
« Shall ne'er refleftion's meddling hand 


« From folly ſnatch fair beauty's veil ? 


« Say, can thy jealous fear provide 

« *Gainſt each infadious winning art, 
Each wile, by foul ſeduction tried, 

« To gain, and to corrupt the heart ? 


Reflect !---and let the fatal doom 

« By calm diſcretion's hand be ſign d, 
Nor raſhly ſeek from beauty's bloom 

« What only centers in the mind,” 


At 
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(i487 ) 
At firſt he ponder'd, 
And then look'd wiſe---and blunder d, 


And wonder'd---_ 
And toſt, and flounder'd. 


Juſt like the famous pigs of yore, 
The pigs that jurap'd into the water, 
The pigs that had e diable au corps, 
The pigs that play'd de diable @ quatre. 


At length recov'ring, God knows how--- 
* "A (fays he) you muſt allow 
"Twas no exceſſive predilection 
“ Either for your parts or figure, 
% But a redundancy of vigour 
6 That drew me into this connexion : 
« But fince the fatal knot is tied, 
« The only way to ſhew my wit 
« I; to ſubmit, | | 
«© And to be govern'd by my bride. 
« To you my power I reſign, 
« My life, my fortune, all is thine.” 


Now, faith, it muſt have been diverting 
To ſee him ſtare, | 

When in the morn he ope 'd the curtain ; 

For had ſhe come juſt piping hot 

Out of Medea's pot, 


She'd not been half ſo young or half fo fair. 
But, 


( 25 ) 
But, deareſt Muſe | my earneſt pray'r is 
That you'd not take theſe damn'd vagaries ; 
Do not my richeſt colours taint, 
Nor ſome curſt ſign-poſt beauty paint, 
Some goddeſs of a city ball, 
In whoſe fat cheeks the red and white 
With as much harmony unite 
As brick and mortar on a wall | 


You've heard of Venus ſhape and air, 
With them let Fancy deck your fair. 
Is Fancy of the taſk afraid ? 

Steal them from G--rby ready made 'P 
G--nby of half her charms bereft 
Will be unconſcious of the theft, 


Here nature ſeem'd to mock Pygmalion's art, 
All that proportion, all that form can give, 
Venus once more had play'd Prometheus part, 
And bid the beauteous wonder love and live. 


To meet the touch now roſe her eager breaſt, 
As proud to feel the paſſion it inſpired ; 

And now, by meddling modeſty repreſt, 

Slow and reluctant from the hand retired. 

Her eyes a thouſand tender thoughts reveal'd, 

And bluſhes told whate'er thoſe eyes conceal'd. 


H The 


( 26 ) 


The youth beheld, and mad'ning with defire, 
mpetuous ruſh'd upon the tender maid ; 

'The tender maid with well difſembled fire, 
As half reluctant, each embrace o'erpaid. 


With plaintive notes, half ſmother d, half expreſt, (| + 
She ſeem'd, like Philomel, her fate to mourn, 

Yet ſtrain'd the rude invader to her breaſt, 
And met, like Philome/, the fatal thorn. 

In ſpeechleſs tranſport cloſed her languid eye, 

And on his quivering lip pour'd out her parting ligh. 
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A TAL E. From La FowTAIN R. 


Pe Jenny having been beguil'd, 
Or, in plain Engliſh, got with child, 
At length thought proper to repent, 
And from a w became a faint. 
She grew ſo cautious in her carriage, 
So very cautious, you'd have thought her 
Not Eve's, but only Adam's daughter ; 
His daughter by a ſecond marriage. 
From January till December 
By conſtant watchings on her knees, 
She ſo confin'd the ſinful member, 
Not e'en the devil himſelf could ſcize 
A ſingle moment to accoſt her 
In ſuch an inconvenient poſture. 
Then in her fondneſs for ſalvation, 
She wrought it out by flagellation : 
She whipt, as beadles whip the poor, 
Whipping par gaiete de coeur.” 
« Virtue ſo wonderful as this is 
(The abbeſs cried) * might well reclaim 
« Thoſe itching forward headſtrong miſſes 
« Who're always hank'ring for that ſame-— 
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( 28 ) 


Scourge, ſcourge your fleſh, nor think on love, 


But that which ſouls enjoy above: 
From ſublunary joys refrain, 
Obſerve and follow Siſter Jane. 

'Tis true (a liſt'ning nun replied, 
But Jenny (or ſhe's much belied) 
Some few terreſtrial joys has tried. 
Let her, to ſhew her newborn grace, 


« From morn to night her bum belabour, 


There is ſome juſtice in the caſe--- 

It ſuffers for its next door neighbour. 
But why ſhould-we perform the ſame ? 
We, who're unpractic'd in the game; 
Twou'd only be as one may ſay 


So much good whipping thrown away: 


SONG. 


9 N G. 


prTHBE ſweet fair one why fo coy, 
Hence with that frown of cold diſdain, 
Beauty like thine was form'd for joy, 
And mirth and gentleneſs ſhould fill thy train, 
Let meaner beauties ſtudy to give pain, | 
?Tis nobler far to build than to N 


Tune then thy heart to gentle love, "0 
With ſmiles my fondeſt vows mA IE An 
Each anxious care ſhall far remove, 614; 
To love and mutual joys alone we'll live, 
Joys only heav'nly charms like thine can give, 
Joys only conſtant hearts like mine can prove. 
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App roach with reyerence this ſacred place, 


EP I T aP H. 


1 


E choſen few of ſoft-ey'd Pity's train, © 
| Whoſe ſympathetic tears unbidden flow, 
Whoſe hearts re-echo to each plaintive ſtrain, 
And ſadden at the melting tale of woe. 


* 


Check not the ſigh, nor ſtop the trickling tear, 
The trickling tear will not your cheeks diſgrace, 
Th. aße Lowe £ angel form lies here. 
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The DEATH of Parzwr GRIZ EL, and Apvice 70 the 
LADIES, being the Sequel of ChaAuckx's Clerk's Tale. 


F OR gentle Grize/ is my heart forlorn, 
To think ſuch merit ſhould untimely die, 
That beauteous Phoenix from the world is torn, 
And tho' around I gaze with curious eye, 
vet all in vain; for from her aſhes born 
To bleſs the age no ſucceſſor I ſpy. 


Ye haughty dames, of fierce and ſcornful kind, 
To whom indulgent heav'n, with lib'ral hand 
Has given ſtrength of body, force of mind, 
And tears, and fits, and faintings at command 5 
And ye more mild, your huſband's wills who bind 
With ſoft ſeducing ſmiles, and graces bland ; 
Permit me ſome few leſſons to repeat, 
Which drawn from you, to your ſole uſe I give; 
So may each huſband humbled at your feet, 
From you the conduct of his life receive; 
Each happy pair in love and union meet; 
And huſbands in obedient duty live. 


* 


© Of Patient Grizel, and her gentle fame, 
Let lying poets chaunt in idle ſongs--- 

© Spurn at their honors, and their praiſe diſclaim, 
Nor let humility reſtrain your tongues ; 

© To ſovereign rule exert your rightful claim, 


* Andoffer ſcorn for ſcorn, and wrong for wrongs. 
6 "BE 


1 


Ze like a troubled echo never ſtill, 
| © But right, or wrong, on ev'ry point diſpute ; 
And like the ceaſeleſs clapper of a mill 
With endleſs chattering confound, confute 
Your huſband's reaſons, and oppoſe his will: 
© Be froward, reſtleſs, any thing but mute. 


A 


A 


* 


* 


Though argument be wanting, want not noiſe, 
Perplex his patience, and diſturb his head, 

Deſtroy his pleaſures, and confound his joys, 
Let him have neither reſt at board or bed: 

So ſhall he yield to your all pow'rful voice, 
And all his life by your advice be led. 


A 


A 


A 


With jealous pangs diſturb his am'rous heart, 

To ev'ry flatt'ring ſtranger ſtill be kind, 
And when he rages with the anxious ſmart, 

© Be thoughtleſs, gay, and wanton as the wind: 
Thus ſhall you nobly act the wife's beſt part; 
And ſtand a pattern to all womankind, 


* 


THE 
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TH iD END 8. 
A TALE. F 


PHOMAS and Nep were noble fellows, 
Fellows of a ſuperior mind, 
Never ſqueamiſhly inclin'd, 
Never ſplenetic or jealous ; 
But ſatisfied, when hardly preſt, 
To lay their eggs in the ſame neſt. 
At length a ſmall diſpute was bred - - 

By theſe exceſſive condeſcenfions, - | 
At length a pullet ſhow'd her head, 

To which they had the ſame pretenſions. 
The pullet grew bigger and bigger, 

Each claim'd the pullet as his own ; 
Diſdain'd copartnerſhip of vigor, 

And Caeſar like would reign alone. 
This ſtorm had ſcarcely ſpent its rage, 
When it was follow'd by another, 
Twas when the pullet came of age 

To learn and labour like her mother, 
"Tis true ſhe was a lovely chicken, 

Like Cavendiſh or Venus fair, 

Fit for any monarch's picking, 

Fit for the tooth of my Lord May'r ; 

K Yet 
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I know no more than La Fontaine. 


T'll take my oath 


TAE GUNIAD. A TAT. 


6 Jove, as ancient Poets tell us, 
Oft by his freaks made Juno jealous, 

Not but the Dame had reaſon why; 

For Jove had ſtill a wanton eye; 

Nay ſcandalous reports have ſaid, 

That whether widow, wife, or maid, 

Or black, or fair, or young, or old. 

Or eaſy- temper d, or a ſcold, 

Or fat, or lean, or ſhort, or tall, 

Jove ſtill found ſomething in them all : 

One man this nymph, one that affects, 

But honeſt Fove lov'd the whole ſex. 

Fir'd by Alcmena's youthful charms, 

To win her to his longing arms 

His various arts in vain he plied; 

At length her huſband's form he tried. 

Her huſband's ?---ſtart not gentle dame, 

*Twas then not ſuch an odious name, 

Huſbands (few ages then had paſt) 


Were ſometimes fond, wives ſometimes chaſte, 


But whether by his ſhape deceiv'd, 
Th' incautious fair his tale believ' d, 
Or whether ſhe in private knew, 
The falſe Amphitryon from the true, 


And 
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But for a god you know---Agreed--- 


( 36 ) 


And (as I rather apprehend) 
Wink'd at the change, and took his friend; en 

Suffice it, all in order went, un 
And Jove was plcas d, and ſhe content; ben 
I own, indeed, twas Venda odd, gh | DG 
She found no diff rence in the god; 
For Jove to get the bus'neſs done, 


Combin'd three winters nights in one. = 
Three nights in mutual joys they paſt, 

Each night more bliſsful than the laſt, 

And curs'd the hours that flew too faſt. 

Three nights you, ſay---tho' ſtrange tis true, 


Twas more than mortal man could do; 

Well, to my ſtory T proceed. n 
ene ue 1 | 

Dane by locks and ſpies ſecur'd, no 


Was in a brazen tow'r immur'd, 
But am' rous Jove, who better knew, © 
Soon forc'd his yielding paſſage through, 
In heavy ſhow'r of potent gold 3 
His ſoft prevailing tale he told, 2 
And by his arts, the yielding fair 1 
Soon bleſs'd her father with an heir. 
With eaſe each lover may reduce 
This maxim to his private uſe : 


637 
For Shakeſpear ſays, who, by the by, 


Knew more of them than you, or I; 
Dumb jewels in their talent kind 
More than ſoft words, we often find 
Their ſweet perſuaſion can impart, 
And bend to love a woman's heart.--- 


Next---for like any modern lover, 
Jove ne'er could any charms diſcover, 
Could never any tranſports 880 
Except in ſweet vari 
Caught by the pow'r of Lede s eyes, 

The god aſſum'd a new diſguiſe; 

Beneath a ſwan's white plumes conceal' d, 

His glowing paſſion he reveal'd, 

Flutt'ring he ſought her whiter breaſt, 

The dame the beauteous bird warch'd ; 

Trembling with well diſſembled fear, 

He ſeem'd to ſeek for ſhelter there, 

Then twin'd her ſnowy limbs around, 

And in her arms his heaven found ; 

But ſoon the fleeting rapture dies, 


Again his various arts he tries, 

Again to other beauties flies; 

Oh! had he once Monmia ſeen, 

Oh | had he view'd that angel mein, 
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Can ſteel us gainſt thy potent dart. 


628) 


That graceful ſtep, that modeſt eaſc, 
That unaffected wiſh to pleaſe; | 


Oh! had he view'd thoſe lovely ſmiles, 22 ot p 


Whoſe pow'r each wond'ring heart beguiles - 
That ſweetly flowing auburn hair, | 


That artleſs bluſh, that modeſt air ; - _ on , 


Thoſe beauteous eyes, whoſe ſparkling ray 
Rivals the orient dawn of day; 

That lovely neck of heaving ſnow, 

At ſight of which ev'n age would glow; 
That form by all the graces. own'd, 

That mind by ev'ry virtue crown d: 
Ranging no more from fair to fair., 


The vanquiſh'd god had fix'd him there; ; 
Hugg'd to his breaſt the pleafing chain, 
Nor wiſh'd his freedom to regain. 

But ſoft---proceed we to our ſong, - - 
Digreſſions never ſhould be long. 


Well then---the god I think we ſaid, 
Sigh'd for another , i 
O love! to thy all- po rful rule 
Let ev'ry day freſh altars riſe, 
Thou mak'ſt the wiſeſt man a fool, 


: 4 
Z 5 


Would thou couldſt make the fooliſh wie ; 0 


What ſpell, what pow'r,” what magic art 


"WE 1 

Where is the god, who erſt on high 
Brandiſh'd the thunders of the ſky, * 
While earth's bold ſons beneath his might 
Shrunk trembling to the ſhades of night? 
Lo | where beneath her feet reclin'd, 
(His brows with flow'ry wreaths intwin' d) 
The world's great maſter proſtrate lies, 
The victim of Europa's eyes. L 
A milk-white bull conceals the god, 

Submiſſive to a mortal's nod, | 
In ſervile form he roams the plains, 
And heav'ns imperial rule diſdains; 


Till in a fond unguarded hour, 
Truſting her ſoftneſs to his pow'r, 


The unſuſpecting lovely fair, 
Guiltleſs herſelf, untaught to fear; 
Soon on his back in triumph borne, 
From all her gay affociates torn, 
Far diſtant from her native ſhore 
Hears the hoarſe waves around her roar, 
Nor finiſh'd there---with wild ſurprize 
Scarce breathing from her late alarms, 

Beholds a blooming god ariſe 

In all his native youthful charms ; 

As lightly veers th' inconſtant wind, 
So quickly chang'd the fair one's mind. 
This moment raged, the next was Kind; 


Still 
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Still as her tongue prepar'd to chide, 
Her eyes her falt'ring tongue belied - 
Pity began her heart to move 
His fault was only---too much love 
Ambition love each play'd its part, 
All, all *gainſt one poor female heart. 
What could ſhe do? no ſuccour nigh-— 
No friend to help---no foe to pry--- 
Jove gain'd his pardon, and tis ſaid, 
Found all his trouble overpaid. : 
While ſportive Venus ſweetly ſmil'd 
To ſee the eaſy fair beguil'd, 
And white wing'd Cupids hovering round, 
Circled with joys the hallow' d — 


Now as a parſon in the * 77 
Who long has teas d you with his dull fit, 
Yet wiſely knowing dinner nigh, 
Contracts his ſermon to apply. 

So I (for rightly firſt we place 

The ſimile and then the caſe, 

Unleſs, as Pindar oft has done, 
You'd rather put them both in one) 
Though fifty things remain unſung, 

Yet as my ſtory's ſomewhat long, 

Left with my tale your patience quarrel, 


At once preſent you with OR 
The 


(48 2 
The MOR A. 
The moral of my ſportive ſtrain 
Is ſimple, eaſy, ſhort, and plain 
---If gods as well as men obey, 
And own love's univerſal ſway, 
Let us no more with fooliſh pride 
'Gainſt love's reſiſtleſs pow'r contend, 
But down the eaſy current glide, | 
And ſuffer what we cannot mend ; 
Regardleſs of the Cynic rules, 
And all the moral cant of ſchools ; 
If in the web of life intwin'd 


Some mingled threads of love we find, 
O let unſkilful hands forbear, 


Leſt with rude touch the work they tear, 
And wound ſome kindred virtue there : 
By love's prevailing pow's refin'd 

Our hearts grow gen'rous, open, kind, 
The rude contending paſſions ceaſe, 
And all is gentleneſs and peace.--- 
This was the end ordain'd by heav'n, 
When firſt to bleſs the earth was given 
Woman---to her the taſk aſſign'd, 

To harmonize the rugged mind, 


M To 
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To guide us thro' life's ſtormy way, 
And gild with hope our riſing day, 
Melt with a tear, or with a ſmile 
O'erpay whole years of anxious toil.--- 
Heav'ns bounteous hand in ev'ry breaſt 
The ſeeds of pleaſure has impreſt; 
But on ourſelves alone depends 
To guide them to their proper ends; 
And from our cares alone proceed 
The fragrant flow'r, or noxious weed. 


BATH: 


BATH: . BZAUTIESs and AMUSEMENTS. 


Parve (nec invideo) fine me liber ibis in ignem. 


THOU, who erſt from Baii's ſmoking plain, 

Didſt to theſe rocks transfer thy healing reign ! 
Lord of each ſtagnant and ſulphureous ditch, 
Great foe to vegetation, and the itch |! 
Aſſiſt my ſong, inſpire my votive lays, 
For Barn demands, and Barn deſerves my praiſe. 
Barn, the divine Hygeia's favour'd child, 
Where Pigs were once, and Princes now are boil'd, 
Where Arts and Elegance have fix'd their ſeat, 
And Graces ply, like Chairmen---in the ftreet ; 
Where free from ling'ring Education's plan, 
By which the Brute is poliſh'd into Man, 
We learn a ſhorter and more pleaſing road, 
And grow (like beef) by ſtewing---Alamode. 
Tis here alone that Architecture frames 
Such ſolid buildings, with ſuch ſounding names: 
A Circus, that three ranks of columns boaſts--- 
Three ranks of columns, like three rows of poſts ; 
Where none to dang'rous merit make pretence, 
Or ſeek a painful fad pre-eminence. 
No kind pilaſter at that giddy height 
Diſpels our terrors or relieves our fight, 

Becauſe 
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Becauſe we're told (tho' different the name 

That maſſive and majeſtic are the ſame. 

Not thus the Creſcent towers thro' the air, 

The proud Tonic reigns unrival'd there; 

Her pedeſtals are easꝰd of half their trouble, 
Like gen'rous ſteeds, unfit to carry double. 

But then that Suare within whoſe center rail d 


Lies Taſte upon an obeliſk impal'd ; 


Mark, how from ſervile ſqueamiſh order free, 
The different buildings ſweetly difagree |! 
This boaſts a richer, that an humbler grace, 
Like courticrs in, and courtiers out of place. 

But while the muſe thro! lifeleſs rubbiſh ſtrays, 
Say, can no living wonders claim her lays ? 
What names, what titles might ſhe not rehearſe ! 
Twould almoſt make a chronicle in verſe. 
What Peers laſt night were melted drop by drop *, 
To ſhew how well Right-Honourables hop, 
(While thinly ſcatter'd, poor plebeians ſtare, 
And wonder how the devil_they came there.) 
What /Vabobs, rich in ev'ry thing but ſenſe, 
Diſplay'd their haughty dull magnificence ; 
What Beaux, whom heav'n had ſent us for our fins, 
To teach us graces, and to kick our ſhins; 


F "Theſe verſes were read on the morning ſucceeding a ſubſcription-ball, from which 


Commoners were almoſt entirely excluded, 


66 
What cloud -· capt Belles But ſhall the honeſt Muſe 
Accept that taſæ Which Enty would refuſe ? 
Shall ſhe gainſt heaven exert her impious (kill ? 
For tho conceal'd by clouds, Kyu ſtill ! 


N H Hit 


To You, ye ſnarling, Sealing keptic crew, 
Who in Perfection's {elf ſome flaw can view; 
You, who unmoy d on Julia s ſelf can . 
© While oer her cheek the ſoft ſmile trembling plays ;* ap. 
Whom, nor the piercing glance of conſcious ſenſe, 
Nor the meek eye of anxious diffiden ce 
To ſomething like humanity can move 
Whom Gods might fear, and Devils cannot love 
To You, ch unmanly cenſure L,refign 3-55, 
To love, to pity, to protect, be mine. 

But ſoft---behold new o ame ap 2X; in view er 
Obſerve that buſy, Huttering, 1 "Noiſy, : crew | 
They're all Apollo's ſons, from | top to bottom 
Tho' poor Apollo wonders where he got them ! 
See how they hurry to that. halſow' 'd ſhrine--- 
That facred ſeat of Sappho and the Nine! | 
Bleſs us !--what-toil, what coſt has been beſtow'd, 
To give that de the London road 
Our admiration knows not where to fix 
Here a caſcade, and there a coach and fix [ 

* x hes ae 


* Camoen's, Mickle's Tranſlation. 


Here Sappho's hands the laſt ſad rites diſpenſe 


460 
Within, a myſtic vaſe with laurel crown'd--- 
Hence ye profane — ryogrs wan A 


To mangled poetry, and murder'd ſenſe jolt 1 
Here jeſts were heard, at which een Jun {mil % 

When crack'd by Jove magnificently mild,. 

Jeſts, ſo ſublimely void of ſenſe and thought, 
Poor {imple mortals cannot find them out; 
Rhimes---like Scotch couſins---in ſuch order plac'd, / 
The: firſt ſcarce claims acquaintance with the laſt! 


But ſee, at length the cold dull news * WG 
Kind Nature bids her erm Ferningham ; = 
See on that bed of fickneſs and n 
Eliza's form, and Yorick's alter'd air; 

The laſt tear gliſtens in his ſleepleſs eye, 

While on his lip hangs quivering the cold fight. 
At ev'ry pang our tears unbidden flow, 

Till the heart ſickens at the pictur d woe. 


But now 'tis paſt---the dream is done away, 


And baniſh'd Duilneſs reaſſumes her ſway. 
Go then, my Muſe | to her direct thy lays, 
Be dull, be noiſy, and expect the bays. 


No 
* — mild 
Crack'd his blythe jeſts, at which een Juno ſmil'd. Judgment of Apollo, 


one of the Prize Poems on Muſic. 
+ Poems on the ſubject of dreams, | 


( 47 ) 


No more ſhall merit ſtrive that prize to win, 

« She was a ſtranger, and was taken in.. 

Go---with M'"Pher/on in Teutonic ſoar, 

With Mallet whine, with-bluſt'ring Kerrick roar, 
Retale/like Cumberland the Holy Writ, 

And bid the Ten Commandments paſs for Wit. 

Should all Parnaſſus gainſt thy efforts join, 

Vain were the force of Phoebus and the Nine; | 
Een Sappbo's ſelf before thy pow'r ſhall bend, 
And crown thy nonſenſe---tho' ſſie can't commend. 


* Lord Ab—n having preſumed (at the defire' of the dompany) to recommend a 
copy of verſes to Mrs, Mrs protection, the very kindly excuſed fo unconſtitutional 
a ſtep by ſaying, that his Lordſhip was a ftranger and had been taken in. 
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THE following Poem being a contivaed Parody oi ; Mr. Graf 5 
celebrated Elegy, it was thought unneceſſary to make extratts from,” o 
to inſert the whole of that very popular prrfermante ; it being fo uni- 
ver/ally and deſervedly well known. 

The principal points which; the author has hive boy fab 7 to ac- 
compliſb, were=nTo, 0. make, the imitation as chſe and connected as poſſible, 
and by avoiding a / amilarity of rhimes, give it in ſome meaſure the air 


of an original. T, he reader will be the beſt Judge haw far be has fuc= 
ceeded. 
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Iloazo woAvpalbee vir .ovx' exovol. 


HE Chapel Bell with hollow mournful ſound, 
Awakes the fellows ſlumb'ring o'er their fires, 
Rous'd by the cuſtom'd note, each ſtares around, 
And ſullen from th'unfiniſh'd pipe retires. 


Now from the Common-Hall's reſtriction free, 
The ſot's full bottles in quick order move, 
While gayer coxcombs ſip their am'rous tea, 
And Barber s dau 1ghters ſooth with tales of love. 
Through 


(- 49+ )- 
Through the ſtill courts a ſolemn filence reigns, 
Save where the broken. battlements among, 
The Eaft wind murmurs through the ſhatter'd panes, 
And hoarſer. ravens croak their ev'ning ſong. 


Where groan the ſhelves beneath the cumb'rous weight 
Heaps pil'd on heaps, and row ſucceeding rows, 

In peaceful pomp, and dignified retreat, 
The labors of our anceſtors repoſe. 


With them no more engaged in ceaſeleſs toil, 
The watchful ſtudent on their leaves ſhall pore, 
For them no more ſhall blaze the midnight oil, 
Their ſun is ſet, and ſinks to riſe no more. 


For them no more ſhall Bookſellers contend, 
And on the rubric poſts their worth proclaim, 
Beneath their weight no more the preſs ſhall bend, 
While common: ſenſe ſtands W ring at their fame. 


Oft did the claſſics mourn their critic rage, 

While ſtill they found each meaning but the true; 
Oft did they heap with notes poor Ovid's page, 

And give to Virgil words he never knew. 


Yet e er the partial voice of Critic ſcorn 
With harſh ſeverity their fate decide, 
Say ! have we not like them had cauſe to mourn 
A waſte of words, and Learning ill applied ? 
O Can 


.) 


Can none remember yes I know all can — le Fo ba 
When diff rent readings againſt e jarr d, 

While Bentley led the ſtern ſcholaſtic van, 
And new editions with the old ones warr'd. 


Nor ye who lightly o'er each work proceed, 
Unmindful of the grave Hiſtorian's part, 
Contemn theſe works; if as ye run and read 
Ye find no trophies of th'engraver's art. 


Can Bartolozzi's all enchanting pow'r PINT 
To heavy. works, the ſtamp of merit give ? we 
Can Grignion's art protract Oblivion's hour, 
Or bid the; Epic rage of Blackmore live ? 


In SPY. lone nook with learned 13 beſtrey d. 
Where frequent cobwebs kindly form a bade, * 


Some wond'rous legend fill'd Ih. death, and blood; 
Some Monkiſh hiſtory perhaps 1 is laid. 


With Store of barb'rous latin at command, 
Though arm'd with puns, and jingling quibble” s might; 
Yet could not theſe ſooth time's remorſeleſs hand, 
Or fave their labors from eternal night. 


Full many an Elegy has mourn'd its fate, 
Beneath ſome paſty cabin'd, cribb'd, confin'd ; 

Full many an Ode has ſoar'd in lofty ſtate, 
Fix'd to a Kite and quiver'd in the wind. 


(- 52 0 


A prey to moths, neglected here may lie 

The rude memorial of ſome antient ſong, 
Whoſe martial ſtrains, and rugged minſtrelſy; 

Once with delight inſpir d each liſt ning throng. 


The untrod patlis of learning to explore, 
With new Ideas to enlarge the mind, 

With uſeful leſſons drawn from Claſſic Lore, 
At once to poliſh-and-inftru& mankind. 


Their times forbade: nor yet with partial — 
Their fancy only, but their faults repreſt ; 
Forbade to ſcatter treaſon o'er the land, 
Or with ſedition taint the youthful breaſt,” 


To gild with ſimilies Rebellion's avi, 426108 214 a 1 
Like - with trape and figure at command. 


Or win with —— the ſtupid cits applauſe, 
With air-built projects for Utopian Land. 


Their humbler dt never ſoar d ſo far, 
In ſtudious trifles pleas d to waſte their time,, 


Or wage with common ſenſe eternal war, 
In ceaſeleſs jingle, and perpetual rhime, 


Yet were they not averſe to noiſy fame, 
Or ſhrank reluctant from her ruder blaſt, 

But ſtill aſpir'd to raiſe their finking name, 
And fondly hope that name might ever laſt, 


Hence 
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But from his leogthen'd labors hop'd to gain, 
Some preſent profit,” of ſome future praiſe-:; ©! - 1 
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Hence blazon'd margins:greet-thewongd'ring/ eye; 
And tawdry bindings glare like Tyrrel's urn, 


Where Ships, Wigs, Fame, and Neptune blendbd'lie, 


And weeping cherubs for their bodies mourn. 


For who with rhimes er rack d his weary brain, | 


Or ſpent in ſearch of epithets his days, 


For thee who in harſhiſtrains and uncouth rhime 
Doſt in theſe lines neglected worth bewail, 

If chance (unknowing how to kill the time 
Some kindred idler ſhould enquire thy tale, 


Haply ſome antient fellow-may reply, 
Oft have I ſeen him, from the dawn of dar 

© Ev'n till the weſtern ſun went down the ſky, | 
© Lounging his lazy liſtleſs hours away. 


Each morn he ſought the cloiſter's cool retreat, 
At noon at Tom's he caught the daily lie, 
Or from his window looking o'er the ſtreet, 

© Would gaze upon the travellers paſſing bs 


A 


A 


At night united with a kindred band, 

© In Lakhs and ale roll'd their dull lives away ; 
(True as the college-clock's unvarying hand) 
Each morrow was the echo of to-day. 


A 


* Vide Admiral Tyrrel's Monument in Weſtminſter Abbey, 
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Thus paſt his hours, remote from care, or ſtriſe, 
Till by relentleſs fate's ſevere command, 
A lethargy aſſail'd his harmleſs life, 
c And check d his N and ſhook his loit'ring ſand. 


Where Merton s tow rs in Gothic 8 riſe, 
And ſhoot around each ſoph a deeper gloom, 
Beneath the center aiſle interr'd he lies, 

With theſe few lines ee d upon his tomb. 
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Ts EPITAPH 


F vice or virtue void, here reſts.a man 
By prudence taught each rude exceſs to ſhun ; - 
Nor love nor friendſhip marr d his ſober plan; 
And Dulneſs claim'd him for her fav'rite ſon. 


By no eccentric paſſion led aſtray, 

Not raſh to blame, not eager to commend ; 
Calmly thro' life he ſteer'd his quiet way, 

Nor made an enemy, nor gain'd a friend. 


Seek not his faults - his merits---to explore, 
But quickly drop the uninſtructive tale; 


His works his faults-.--his merits---are no more 


Sunk in the gloom of dark oblivion's veil. 
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